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Thefecondpartof 


Hofl. Gods bleffingof your good heart^dfaflie is tvmv 

troth. 

¥a/B, Didftthouhcaremc? 

Trince Yeaand you knew me as you did , w hen you ranne 
away by Gadnuh you knew I was at your backc,and fpoke if 
on purpofc to trie Illy patience* ‘ * 

Vain. No, no, no, not fb, I did not thinkc thou waft vvithiar 
hearing. “ 

Prince I (hall driue you then to confcftcthcvvilfullabufe 
and then I know how to handle you. ^ 

Vain, NoabufeHalla niinehonour,noabufc. 
y>rince Not to difpraife me, and cal me pander and bread- 
chipper, and I know not what? 

F ^4 NoabufeHalh 

Coynes Noabufc? 

No abufe Ned i'th worlde, honeft Ncd,none,Idif. 
praifde hiin before the wicked, tiiat the wicked might not (all 
in lone with thee : in which doing , I haue done the part of a 
carcfull fiiend and a true fubieft, and thy father is to ^iuc me 
thankesfor it, no abuie HalJ,nonc Ned, none, no faitS boves 
none^ ' 

prince Seenow' whether pure feare and intire cowardizc^ 

doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to clofc 
with vs: is /he of the wricked, is thine houeffe here of the wic-^ 
ked,or is thy boy of the wickedor honeft Bardolfe whofe zeal 
burnes in his nofe of the wicked? 

Pojnes Anfvvcr thou dead e!me,anfvvcr. 

. The fiend hath prickt dowm Bardolfe irrecoucrablc, 
and Ills face is Lucifers prmy Icitchin , where he doth nothing 
but loft tnault-worms, for the boy there isa good angel about 
him, butthediucl blindshinitoo. 

Prince For the vveomen. 

For one of them fliecs in hell already , and burnes 
pGore fbulcsrfor th other! owe her mony,and whether Ihe be 
dam nd for that I know not 
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^'Jlji. No /£kethLartnot , I tbinke thou art qmt for 

that,marythcrcisanotherinducmentvponthee_for(uff^^^^^ 

flefli to be eaten in thy houfe, contrary to the law, for the whith 

;*'tAAr;.S:fowha.a 

whole Lent? 

‘Pnnee You gentlewoman. 

Dol. What faics your grace? • „ „ , , . „ 

'pal. His grace (aies that which his flefti rebels againit. 

Peyto knock^i rtt doore. 

Hofi. who knockesfolowd at doore? lookc too th doorc 
there Francis. 

‘Prince Pcyto,how now, what newes? 

Peyto TheKingyourhitherisat Weminfter, 

And there arc twenty weakc and wearied poftes, 

Come from the North, and as I came along 
I met and ouertooke a dozen captaincs. 

Bareheaded, fwcating, knocking at the T auerncs, 

And asking cucry one for fir lohn FalftafFe. 

Prince By heauen Poines,! feelc me much too blame. 

So idcly to prophane the precious time, 

When tempeft of commotion like the fouth. 

Borne with blacke vapour,doth begin to melt. 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads, ^ 

Giue me my (word and clokc;Falftaffe,good night. 

% 

Exemt ‘Prince and Pojnes. 

Pat- Now comes in the (weeteft morfell of the night, Sc WC 
muft'henccand leaueit vnpicktnnore knocking at thedoorcS 
how now, whats the matter? 

B I Sar. 


